64         AFTER THESE MANY QUESTS
unknown country.  The nearer I approached India the I liked it.
About three weeks after leaving London we neared B< bay and the "breaking up" spirit was abroad. Someb put a booby trap of white flour over my door, and I had usual apple-pie bed. Hilarious celebrations went on at bar. I stood on the deck with a colonel's wife, whose sligl Mongolian features fascinated me. We were fanned b fetid breeze that carried a subtle smell of spices blended v ordure, dirt and decay. All the perfumes of Arabia and the stinks of Bow. We gazed at the glowing phosphoresc city and fresh wafts, mingling a dozen sharp unfami scents with dust and garbage, assailed me. " What is t smell?" I asked. She looked at me, amused, and gav short laugh. "Oh, that? That's the smell of the East."
That night when I lay sweating in my bunk, sleepless ; uncomfortable, I thought I had made a bad mistake.  It airless, suffocating—like being buried alive.  The open p< hole and the whirring fan made no difference.   I could live in such a climate.  Sunder boats slid past the porth with dark triangular sails, like bat-figments of a bad dre; I was acutely miserable.
At dawn I wearily faced that prolonged, uneasy flap t always precedes disembarkation. All the jovial camarad of the voyage vanished abruptly, to be replaced by inexplicable nervous tension, with every man for hims My first impressions were blurred then by the morning r and a growing anxiety; now, by the passage of ti Bombay Island is uncannily like a lobster's claw, v Malabar Hill as the short nipper and Colaba as the k the two peninsulas enclosing Back Bay. Though resemblance was not apparent from the eastern side wr we lay off the docks in the miles-wide channel, the encyi paedia had imprinted this fact on my fancy. The claw •< closing on me.
We moved in ponderously to Ballard Pier while I sta unhappily at the odorous dowry of Catherine of Bragar this Bombay. There was a super marble arch which so] bodv said was the " fi-atftwav of TnrHn." on Anollo "Riinr